THE   JACOBITE   RISING
* No, gentlemen, I believe you have already done me all the
service you can/ Then he went to the corner of the scaffold,
and called very loud for the warder, to give him his perriwig,
which he took off, and put on a night-cap of Scotch plaid,
and then pulled off his coat and waistcoat and lay down;
but being told he was on the wrong side, vaulted round,
and immediately gave the sign by tossing up his arm, as if
he were giving the signal for battle. He received three blows,
but the first certainly took away all sensation. He was not
quarter of an hour on the scaffold; Lord Kilmarnock above
half a one. Balmerino certainly died with the intrepidity
of a hero, but with the insensibility of one too. As he
walked from his prison to execution, seeing every window
and top of house filled with spectators, he cried out, * Look,
look, how they are all piled up like rotten oranges! *
My Lady Townshend, who fell in love with Lord Kil-
mamock at his trial, will go nowhere to dinner, for fear of
meeting with a rebel-pie; she says, everybody is so bloody-
minded, that they eat rebels! The Prince of Wales, whose
intercession saved Lord Cromartie, says he did it in return
for old Sir William Gordon (Lady Cromartie's father),
coming down out of his death-bed to vote against my father
in the Chippenham election. If his Royal Highness had not
countenanced inveteracy like that of Sir Gordon, he would
have had no occasion to exert his gratitude now in favour
of rebels."
Other letters describe the trial and execution of old Lord
Lovat and 'they are not less good, in the same vein. But
one more quotation shall illustrate the temper of that age.
George Selwyn, Walpole's fellow-Etonian, was not only a
wit but much beloved; and a great part of his life was
devoted with the utmost tenderness to a small girl who may
have been his daughter, but probably was die Duke of
Queensberry's. Nevertheless* for this humane and amiable
gentleman, the finest sight in ordinary life was a hanging;
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